DREAMS

I seemed to wander in the bare and silent corridors
of a great house. I passed a small and sinister
door, and was impelled to open it. I found mysell
in a large oak-panelled room, with small barred
windows admitting a sickly light. The floor was
paved with stone ; and in the centre, built into the
pavement, stood a large block of basalt, black and
smooth, which was roughly carved into the sem-
blance of a gigantic human head. I stared at this
f$r a long time, and then swiftly withdrew, over-
come with horror which I could not translate into
words. All that I seemed to know was that some
kind of shocking rites were here celebrated ; 1
did not know what they were, and there were no
signs of anything; no instruments of death, no
trace of slaughter; yet for all that 1 knew that the
place stood for some evil mystery, and the very
walls and floor seemed soaked with fear and pain.

That is the inexplicable part of dreams, that one
should invent incidents and scenes of every kind,
with no sense of invention or creation, with no
feeling that one is able to control what one appears
to hear or see ; and then that in some other part of
oae's mind, one should be moved and stirred by the
appropriate emotions awakened by word or sijjht.
In waking hours one can be stirred, amused,
grieved by the exercise of one's imagination, but
one is aware that it is imagination, and one does
not lose the sense of responsibility, the conscious-
ness of creation,

It is this sensation, that dreams arise from some
power or influence exterior to oneself, which